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SALSA STALKER 


I'm an introvert who prefers books to boys and written 
punch lines to lines to the rum-spiked punch bowl. 


After a bad breakup, I take a study abroad semester and 
notice I’m not the only one who's “studying.” 


The scorching hot older man who owns the salsa studio I 
pass by each day can’t keep his eyes off me. 


He's the definition of tall, dark, and handsome and I can see 
he wants nothing more than to get his hands all over my 
curves. 


But dancing, and doing much of anything that doesn't 
involve reading, isn’t my forte, until my salsa stalker shows 
me my ex-boyfriend was wrong. I'm anything but boring. 


And now I'm going to show him what my ex never got to 
see, all of me, for the first time. 


But is this just a steamy night of revenge that I might 
regret, or will my salsa stalker show me that this is real, 
and my first time with him is something that will last 
forever? 


*Salsa Stalker is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Jose 


I wipe my face with a clean towel, and then toss it into the 
laundry hamper in the corner, never taking my eyes off the 
front window. 


I know the time without looking at the clock, and it's not 
because my group salsa class just ended here in Havana, 
Cuba. 


It's time for her to walk by. 
The one. 


Harper Hall, whose mother is half American and half British 
and her father half Canadian and half Australian. 


Talk about one hell of a combination. 


But the only combination I've been able to think about since 
I laid eyes on her is me and her. Us. Together. 


She might not even know me, know who I am, or have even 
stopped by to say one damn word to me, but none ofthat 
was important right now. 


What was, was that she would be getting out of class soon, 
and walking by my salsa studio, just as she did every day at 
exactly five minutes after five. 


But she's never looked in. Never seen the intensity in my 
eyes as I watch her, look through her, and maybe even 
pushed my hips forward in the standard macho way that 
Cuban men are known for. 


We don't play around down here. When we see a woman 
we want, we go allin. There's none ofthis politically 
correct bullshit I hear about in Western countries. We 
celebrate the different dynamics between the male and 
female sexes, and when we see a woman we want, sex is 
always on our minds. 


At least that's what ľve been told. 


I though there was something wrong with me all these 
years, but now I know that it wasn’t that there was ever 
anything wrong with me, it was just that I hadn't laid eyes 
on the one yet. 


And once I did everything made sense. I had foreign and 
local women lining up for blocks to take my class, but none 
of them ever did it for me. And now I know why. There was 
a bigger plan for me. A plan I didn't know about, and I’m 
sure she didn't either. 


And now I’ve got a plan of my own. Make her mine. 


I move closer to the door. I'm not about to let another day 
go by without stopping this girl and telling her who she 
belongs to. And yes... she belongs to me, without question. 
I claimed her the moment I saw her, and the whole block 
knows not to talk to her, let alone look at her, whistle at her 
or even so much as fucking think about her. 


After seeing the logo on her bag I knew she was here 
researching Cuban history at the local college. That means 
she could be here a week, a semester, or any random length 
of time. 


Well, I've got news for her today. She's not leaving. She 
belongs here, with me. And just like the way masculinity 


and femininity are celebrated here, so is the result of what 
happens when the right man and woman get together. 


Children. Babies. Family. 


And that's exactly what I'm going to do. Put one baby after 
another inside that sexy stomach of hers until we've gota 
family big enough to field an entire football team. 


Eleven children. Yeah, that's the minimum amount of kids 
she's going to bear for me. 


But just as I take that first step toward the door, two 
students, women of course, grab me by each of my arms. 


I turn, snarling at them. "Not today, ladies,” I say with my 
thick accent... but damn, it only makes them want me more. 


"Jose, can you help me with my footwork real quick,” an 
effeminate hipster from Brooklyn shouts out from the 
corner. 


"Jose, do I need to learn to dance on one and two, or just on 
one?” 


These people don't get it, and if I don’t get a look at her 
today... actually, screw that. If I don’t get to speak to her 
today like I planned, I'm gonna be pissed beyond belief. 


“Not now,” I yell. “Just give me a minute.” 


I don’t care if they’re paying customers or not. What I want 
with her money can’t buy, and that’s more important than 
anything. Real, raw emotions. The way she makes me feel 
so damn alive, in a country already known for its liveliness. 


I turn, just as the girls are releasing my arms, and I catch 
her passing by the very last part of the window. 


Fuck! 


I run, jerk the door open and yell at the vintage car which is 
operating as a taxi...and more importantly which is pulling 
away, with her inside it. 


I stomp my foot three times hard, angrier than I've ever 
been in my entire life. 


“Oooh! What dance step is that?” the hipster asks, his arms 
clinging to the door as he leans out into the street, 
watching me watching her drive off. 


“Thať s get your ass back inside, cleaned up, and out of my 
studio,” I growl. 


“Oooh my. A bad boy,” he continues. "I like where this 
could end up.” 


I don't get it with these young kids these days. There's so 
much soy in everything, and everything contaminated with 
plastic, I swear boys these days are more like women. Hell, 
women are most certainly the new men...that's for damn 
sure. 


They have more stamina, more energy, more curiosity, don't 
complain, and are in charge of the home and making 
money. 


Where did the west go wrong? More importantly why do I 
care? I don't. 


All I care about is her, and showing her the traditional way 
is the right way, but now I have to wait another damn day to 
talk to her. 


My lead instructor comes out onto the sidewalk, stretching 
before his class begins in just under thirty minutes. 


"Amigo, you really don't want those two twins?” 
"What twins?” 


“The Brazilians who were practically tearing you apart limb 
from limb ten seconds ago." 


“I didn’t know they were twins and I don't know why they 
can’t get the hint,” I say to Yordani. 


“Why don’t you get the hint, Jose? You never go out and 
party with anyone from the staff, three quarters of the girls 
that come through this studio are trying to jump your 
bones. Any guy I know in your shoes would—“ 


“They’re all yours,” I say, cutting him off mid-sentence as I 
dismiss him with a backward flick of my hand. 


I’m not interested in these salsa groupies...at all. I’m not 
interested in meaningless sex, despite the Latin lover 
stereotype. As a matter of fact it’s right there in the 
words... Latin lover. It’s not Latin gigolo...it’s lover for a 
reason. You find the one woman you love and you make 
love to her for the rest of your life. 


Enjoying a deep connection is way more important than 
some random cardio on the cama (bed) after a night of 
Cuba Libres. 


Yordani darts back inside so fast, as if I’m going to change 
my mind and go after those girls myself. Hardly a chance. I 
don’t care if they do have one or two million followers, or 
however many they were yapping about, on Instagram. 
What I want to do is follow that taxi, like I’ve been following 
her. 


Some call it stalking. I call it surveillance. I’ve never done 
it before in my entire life before she arrived, but now that 
she’s here I realize I’m damn good at it. But it has nothing 
to do with me and everything to do with her. 


She’s the best, and the more I know about her the more I 
need to know. 


The Internet is blocked in Cuba, but there are ways around 
it. My studio does well, but this month the financial 
statements might show we're in the red, considering the 
money I’ve been spending on high speed Internet via a 
Mexican SIM card, which isn’t cheap. Roaming fees, plus 
VPN costs, plus the guy I had to pay to get it for me. 


But I don’t care if it comes out to thousands of U.S. dollars. 
She’s priceless. 


And she’s mine. 


CHAPTER 2 


Harper 


"We've been here a week already and you still haven't left 
the room,” Emma, my roommate, and best friend from back 
home, pleads. 


"It's just...it’s more work than I expected. I mean 
researching the history of Cuba, while being in Cuba, isa 
once in a lifetime experience. I have to make the most ofit 
in the short time we're here.” 


“I agree one hundred percent! That's why you need to fold 
that laptop, get your butt outta that chair and onto a dance 
floor, girl. There's so much energy in the air here, the kind 
you re not going to capture reading words on a page. You 
have to get out there and live it.” 


"Hey! You know, nobody comes between me and my 
books,” I retort. 


"Yeah, but your head is just a little too buried in those 
books.” She pauses. "Just let Kevin go already, will ya?” 


“This has nothing to do with Kevin!” I yell, slamming my 
book shut. Of course my reaction telegraphs the truth. It 
has everything to do with Kevin...the prick who tried to 
rush me into having sex before I was ready and then, when 
I stood up for myself and refused, told me I was overweight 
and boring anyway and he didn't want anything more to do 
with me. 


I'm certainly glad I didn't sleep with him, as he clearly 
wasn t the one, but apparently he clearly was the one for 
the girl at his office who started the same week he did. 


Apparently after he decided things were “ progressing too 
slowly” with me, he decided to get what he needed 
elsewhere. Good riddance. 


But what really stings is that he called me boring. 


Okay, so I don't have social media, let alone thousands of 
followers. Not to mention my idea of an exciting Friday 
night is an unexpected new release from a favorite author, a 
pint of Ben © Jerry s, and complete silence to get lost in a 
story. Then again I don't need silence to read. When I’m in 
the zone a tornado could be swirling around me and I 
wouldn’t even notice it. 


But I wouldn’t call that boring. I’d call that priorities. Just 
because I’m not necessarily a social butterfly doesn’t mean 
I'm not fun. Come to think about it, maybe he’s a little too 
fun, which explains why he couldn’t keep his dick in his 
pants when he couldn’t get into mine. 


“Wanna order pizza?” Emma says, changing the subject. 
“T still have lasagna left over from last night.” 
“How much did you make?” 


“You know me. I make enough to last three days. It’s way 
more efficient that way.” 


“Efficient so you don’t have to pull yourself away from a 
book for a couple days, burdening yourself with cooking?” 


“Hashtag priorities,” I joke, but it’s completely true. 


Emma s cheeks puff out as she exhales a long, loud, burst of 
air. “What is it gonna take to get you out of the house?” 


“Why leave when I’ve got a Kindle full of book boyfriends.” 


"That's what you need...a real guy.” 
“I don’t need a guy. I need a real man. That's my problem.” 


"Isn't that every girl’s problem these days,” she says, and 
it's a surprise turn from her. I was expecting her to keep 
up the rah rah pitch to try and get me out of the house. 
And then, to no one’s surprise, “But there surely are some. 
We just have to go look.” 


"Look? I'm turning over stones while guys are flipping over 
cars just to get to you on the sidewalk." 


"Come on.” 


"Look at you, Emma. Remember that guy last week that 
literally slid across the hood of a car so he could catch up 
with you as we crossed just as the light flashed red?” 


“That was a one time thing, and he wasn't anything to write 
home about.” 


"A one time thing?” 


My eyes bulge open and I look her up and down, reminding 
her how attractive she is, as if she's forgotten. 


"Look. You have blonde hair and blue eyes. The guys down 
here go crazy for that look. They don't see it often and 
when they do they absolutely flip.” she says. 


"And ľad flip out if any of them tried anything,” I say. Except 
of course...one guy in particular. 


Every day at five when I finish my last class for the day I 
walk by his salsa studio. “Jose’s” the sign simply reads, but 
there's no question what's going on in there. The man is 
doing the lord's work, teaching foreigners, and locals, the 


art of rhythm of Cuba. It's a beautiful thing to watch, and 
the first couple days I passed by I did stop and watch...until 
I caught him watching me. 


The look in his eyes was unlike anything I ever saw out of 
Kevin. Heck, with Kevin it was hard to get his face away 
from the TV whether he was playing video games or 
watching sports, he usually just answered me over his 
shoulder with a, “yeah” or a “sounds good.” 


Lame to say the least. 


But I swear I heard Jose, assuming that indeed he's the 
owner, yell something at me today as I pulled away in a cab. 


Technically I don't even need to walk by his studio, but I just 
do. Something pulls me there, like a magnet, and then I 
catch a cab around the corner each day just after I pass by. 


But today he came out chasing after me. Maybe tomorrow I 
should take a different route, or just grab a cab straight 
from the university. 


Whatever he wants, he seems pretty serious about it. And 
how can I get involved in anything serious with a guy here? 


There are cultural differences, socioeconomic differences, 
immigration issues, and not to mention he does seem to be 
a lot older than me. 


It's a bit tricky to tell through the front glass, but I'd guess 
he's pushing forty-although his skin and his muscles beg to 
differ. 


The man is built like a brick wall, yet completely nimble on 
his feet. Thať s clearly why he had two, not one but two, 
women pulling on his arms today when I walked by. 


And those girls can dance! Not me. IfI ever got a wild hair 
up my you know what, and walked in there, I'd humiliate 
myself in front of everyone. 


"Let's go dancing!” Emma says, right on cue as if she’s 
reading my mind. 


“T don’t dance," I shoot back. 


“You don’t do much of anything these days. Come on!” She 
grabs my hand just like those women were grabbing Jose’s 
a couple hours ago. “Just go to support me then. If you’re 
having fun you can join in. If not, then... well, we'll leave 
after forty-five minutes.” 


“Forty-five minutes?” I clear my throat and raise my 
eyebrows. “I already know what’s going to happen.” 


“You’re going to have an amazing time and forget about 
your Kevin problems.” 


“No, a swarm of guys are gonna attack you the moment we 
walk in. You’re gonna dance the night away, and I’m gonna 
watch you, and it will be fun for about thirty minutes to live 
vicariously through you, but then 111 be staring at the wall 
all night drinking virgin bloody Mary’s.” 


“Well let’s do something about this whole virginity thing.” 
“Did you really just go there?” 


“No one will know, except for me. You can just...you know. 
Get it over with and get that monkey off your back.” 


“Monkey off my back? There’s no monkey on my back, let 
alone any other kind of savage wolf of a man going to mount 
me in any position.” 


"Are you reading shifter romance novels again?” 
“Tm staying in.” 
"You're going,” she tugs. 


Thoughts of Jose dance in my mind and for some crazy 
reason I stand up. 


“That's the spirit.” 


“We don’t even know a place to go,” I say, my last minute 
resistance to her plan coming out. 


"Are you kidding? People will be dancing everywhere. We'll 
just pick anyone we want.” 


“Maybe we should ask a cab driver for a recommendation.” 


"We can do that too,” she says, pulling me toward the door. 
It's beyond obvious that she's got enough of a yes out of me 
at this point that she's just going to agree with anything 
that I say. 


"I need to change my shoes.” 


“Those are fine. It's salsa. You want something 
comfortable,” she says, shooting down my final protest. 


The second we step outside a taxi spots us, as two obvious 
foreigners, and throws his cab in reverse. 


"Where to, ladies?" 


“We want to salsa dance,” Emma says, as if she's willing the 
cab to pull away from our place now before I find a way to 
sguirm back inside. 


“I know just the place." 


“Perfect!” She pats my laps and kisses me on the cheek. 
“This is gonna be some much fun, Harper! You’re gonna 
love it.” 


I don’t say anything. 
“What’s the place?” she asks the driver. 


“T’m taking you to the best spot in town. The guy’s a real 
gentleman, and one of the best dancers in Havana...and you 
know there are many.” 


“T can’t wait. What’s his name?” 
“Jose,” the driver says. 


My back straightens and I bolt upright in the back of the 
Car. 


"Are you okay?” Emma asks. “You look like you just saw a 
ghost. 


Jose is a Super common name. It’s not like he’s going to 
take us to that Jose’s. 


“Where’s it located?” I blurt out. 
“Not far from the main university.” 
Yep, just my luck. It is that Jose's. 


I knew I should have stayed home and read a romance 
novella tonight. 


CHAPTER 3 


Jose 


The door opens and the salsa jingle that's set to play every 
time someone enters or exits, plays. 


"It's her,” I say under my breath. And damn if she isn't 
even hotter in person, which considering she's already the 
hottest woman I've ever seen, I didn't think it was possible 
to be any more beautiful. But itis. Having her here in the 
flesh sends my pulse skyrocketing, the vein in my neck 
throbs and my cock goes rock hard instantly. 


“Tt’s you,” I say, after finally using my mouth for something 
other than gawking and telegraphing my intense desire. 


“Hi there,” she says, or that’s what it sounds like. The 
words are barely audible, but I can make them out because 
I’m staring right at her lips. “I was hoping for a dance. I 
mean to learn how to dance.” 


I’m going to have to learn how to walk with this raging 
erection, that’s for sure. 


I move sideways to the door to properly greet her, but 
something inside me comes alive and I take her by the 
hand, pulling her beautiful, soft curves into me. 


Now she...is a real woman. My woman. 


“Harper,” her friend calls out, but I don’t pay her any mind. 
One of the other instructors will help her out, and I help 
myself to a spin of Harper who’s incredibly graceful for 
someone who says they’re looking to learn. She’s like a pro 
already. 


"What's your name?” she asks. 


"Jose. It's on the door,” I say as I spin her to me, and then 
twirl her away quickly, never losing my grip on her hand. 


These spins are complex and technical, but she's executing 
them perfectly. Granted, in salsa the man leads, but he 
needs a great partner to make it all work. 


She's that partner I never had. 
New. Raw. And I can mold her like clay. 


We could be the best, because she’s the best. All I need is 
time with her and she’ll never want to leave my arms... on or 
off the dance floor. 


"You?" I ask as we glide across the floor. 


“Harper,” she says, even though I already know more about 
her than she could imagine. 


She's dressed casually, which is perfect for dancing, but 
even those casual clothes can’t hide the curves Harper was 
blessed with. 


The music stops and we keep going another few seconds 
until it’s almost awkward. I bring us to a finishing point, 
pulling her in for one last move, and holding her even closer 
than before. 


Her heart pounds against her chest, which is pushed into 
mine. Those big, soft breasts of hers, which I was trying not 
to stare at as they were moving as we moved together, feel 
perfect. I can imagine her lying on top of me after a hot 
night of dancing in the bedroom. 


“So you want to learn how to salsa?” I whisper into her ear. 


"Well, my friend Emma thought that—” 
" Because you're already the perfect partner.” 


I pull my face back slightly from hers, seeing the redness in 
her cheeks, and it's not from the quick burst of cardio we 
just did. 


"I had a good male lead,” she says, blushing even more and 
looking down toward the ground. 


My fingers come up, taking her chin and lifting it so she can 
look me inthe eye. I want her to know I'm serious with the 
words I'm about to speak. 


“You let me lead, and Ill take you everywhere you want to 
go...need to go.” 


I feel her body pull back a bit. I’m coming on too strong, 
but I just can't help it. I keep my body turn sideways so she 
can’t see the desire in my pants, or else she'd probably bolt 
right out the door. 


"Your friend Emma wanted to come, but you wanted to 
come too...didn't you?” 


She clears her throat, and swallows hard. “TIl be honest 
with you, Jose. I just went through a really bad breakup 
and Emma was there for me every step of the way. She 
insisted we come out tonight and have some fun.” 


“Did he hurt you?” I feel my upper teeth grinding into the 
lower. 


“Who? Kevin?” 


“Ts that his name? Because if it is I never want to hear it 
spoken in here again, or mentioned at all... ever.” 


She starts to smile then sees how serious I am and that 
smile goes away. 


"That's perfect then because that makes two of us. He said I 
was boring... and that I needed to lose some weight.” 


“I swear I want to punch this guy in the mouth and then 
dance over the top of his knocked out body, because believe 
me, Cubans are famous for two things. Salsa and boxing, 
and he doesn’t want to f—, mess with me when it comes to 
either.” I caught myself before my emotions got the best of 
me. In Cuba we don't curse in front of women, no matter 
how angry we are. I pause. "Plus what you just showed me 
was anything but boring, and you wouldn't have been able 
to do those moves if you needed to lose some weight. 


"Come on,” she says, pointing to her midsection, but I don't 
even look... and not for the reasons she thinks. I keep my 
eyes locked on hers, still, knowing that if my eyes rake 
across her figure there's going to be more fluid than just 
sweat between us right now. “But it looks like you're 
closing up shop for the night,” she continues, her glance 
going over my shoulder. 


I pivot, seeing Evelyn running a mop across the floor and 
wave her off. She just smiles at me as if to say, “After all 
these years it's about damn time.” 


And itis. I've been waiting on this woman my whole life, 
stalking her since she started walking by, and now she 
walks right into my salsa studio herself. 


"We're still open for you.” 
“I really don't want to keep you.” 


"Keep us?” I say, sweeping my hand to the side towards 
where one of my instructors is helping Emma learn how to 


move. 


“Em?” Harper says, looking Emma’s way, but Emma is so 
wrapped up in the fun that she's having that she doesn't 
even hear her. 


Perfect. 


Harper just takes in the sight of her friend having an 
amazing time, while I watch a drip of perspiration slide 
down the side of Harper's neck. 


I want to just dive in there and lick it straight up and off, 
and while I’m at it, I want to run my tongue through the 
folds in-between her legs and eat her sweet little pussy until 
she begs me to stop... and even then I won't. 


"Maybe one more then,” she says, turning back and almost 
catching me as I just barely get my eyes back up to meet 
hers in time. 


I smirk. "I know you're not this old, and neither am I, but 
remember that time basically stopped here in Cuba years 


u 


ago. 
She shoots me a bewildered look. 


"Salsa is like Lay's potato chips. They had a commercial 
that ran years ago with the catchphrase, Betcha can't eat 
just one. Well, once you feel the rhythm of the music in 
your body there will be no stopping. I'm just warning you.” 


“Maybe we shouldn't start then,” she says, and I can see 
that serious, analytical side of her brain kick in. 


"Or maybe we should just never stop,” I say, turning to 
Evelyn who hits the play button on our music system and 
the studio blasts to life again. 


I grab Harper by the hand and pick right back up where we 
started, leading her across the dance floor. 


I keep it light and simple, leaving plenty of space between 
us and Emma and her partner. I want Harper isolate, 
focused on me. 


Mine. 


Now it's time to show her what she's been missing her 
entire life. 


Me. 


CHAPTER 4 


Harper 


Jose is, without question, the most sensual, attentive, and 
absolutely smoking hot man I've ever laid eyes on. It's like 
if Ricky Martin were straight and he could single like 
Enrique Iglesias, or his dad Julio, with a huge does of Don 
Juan thrown in for good measure. 


But this is real, and I'm not some small town girl who you 
can just pull the wool over her eyes the first time a guy this 
hot ever shows such an intense interest in her. Okay...any 
interest. 


He's tall, dark and handsome, in every sense of the word 
and he makes me feel so tiny and feminine. His broad 
shoulders and strong forearms moved me around the dance 
floor like I'm as light as a feather. 


My mind can't help but wonder about other things. 
Is he a good kisser? 


That's definitely the next question as I already know he's 
hung beyond belief. In a few of those moves where he spun 
me right into him I could feel his cock pulsing through his 
linen trousers and right up against my groin. 


"Can you show me some actual steps?” I ask. 


"You know the steps,” his deep voice says as we both take a 
load off for a second and tip back a malta, a soft drink with 
a sweet, aromatic flavor. 


"You're just leading. I don’t know anything.” 


Jose puts down his drink and takes mine from me, his eyes 
locked on me and I swear the dark depths of his irides could 
suck me right in. 


"Hey, Harper. I'm gonna get going. Yordani is gonna walk 
me home.” 


I hear Emma, but I just can't shift my focus from Jose. 
"Harper?" 


“Like this,” Jose says, sliding his foot forward as I slide mine 
back, our fingers intertwined and our gazes promising that 
no one, and I mean no one or nothing, will interrupt us. 


“Okay, I’m gonna just slide right out. Yep. Going, going, 
gone,” she says as the door shuts behind her and Yordani. 


Now we're alone, and Jose continues to look at me like a 
starved animal and I’m a raw piece of meat. I lick my lips 
ever so slightly and watch as his lips part just a bit as he 
quickly glances down at my mouth. 


This guy is out of my league, waaaaay out. We're talking 
I'm playing girl's five and under soccer and he's the leading 
goal scorer on the French national team, or whoever won 
the last World Cup. 


But does he think he's going to...score with me tonight? 


And for the first time in my life, I actually contemplate 
letting someone. 


I mean, the thought crossed my mind with Kevin, but he 
was just so pushy that I never really had to put much 
thought into it. I definitely want my first time to be special, 
and Kevin could have taken my v-card if he just would have 


showed me attention and that he really cared. I'm not 
asking for much, am I? 


But what my body is asking for right now is Jose. Every. 
Single. Wet. Inch...of my body is calling for him. 


I haven't been this sweaty since...well, never. It's like one 
of those sub-tropical afternoon rains came down and just 
drenched me. Butthis is from physical activity, not Mother 
Nature. 


"Get closer to me,” Jose says, as if every square inch of 
surface area of the front of my body isn't pressed against 
his every third second or so. 


I do as he asks, my body not putting up any resistance as 
thoughts of my own Ernest Hemingway Cuban adventure 
flashes through my mind. 


“Take a deep breath in and firm your stomach,” he says. 
And Ido. “Ready?” 


"For what?” 


And before I know what's happening he's lifting me up in 
the air and carrying me across the floor... as he spins me! 


Suddenly it’s like I’m at an amusement park on that ride 
where it goes straight up, and you can hear the tick, tick, 
tick, of the gears as you continue higher... just before the 
pin is pulled and you freefall to the bottom before quickly 
pivoting from vertical to horizontal. 


And that's exactly what he does, sliding me through his legs 
and staring right down at me. 


How did he not drop me? 


How did he not injure himself? 
How did he do...all ofthat? 


Towering over me, his chin turns down even more as if he's 
trying to get our eyes on literally the same parallel line. 


"Now that is salsa, and you are my partner for good." 
"For good?” I say softly. 


“Don’t worry. I’m not gonna let you outta my sight. You 
won't have a chance to dance with anyone, even if you 
wanted to.” 


"L..don't really want to?” I phrase it as a question, but it’s 
completely true. 


“Good, because you won’t.” 


And I won’t ever make the mistake again of listening to my 
friend and going out for a night on the town when I don’t 
want to. I know this is a very masculine culture, but 
something inside me says this is way too much. I need to 
run now before I’m the too-stupid-to-live girl in the scary 
movie. 


And I am scared. 
Jose practically looks like a stalker. 


As he bends over to scoop me up, a piece of paper falls from 
his shirt pocket and lands right on my chest. 


He jerks me up in one motion so quickly that the movement 
keeps the paper attached to my top. 


I grab it with both hands, and Jose reaches for it...alerting 
me that something is wrong. 


I take a step back. 


"Give that to me, Harper,” he demands, moving closer but 
not touching me. 


"You re scaring me, Jose.” 

"I'm protecting you, keeping you safe.” 
“Why do you want this so bad?” 

“Tt’s personal.” 

At this point I just want to get outta here. 


I extend my hand and he reaches for the paper, but as he 
grabs for it it falls to the ground, opening up. 


I look in absolute disbelief, and terror, as I can clearly see 
my name at the top of the paper followed by a bunch of 
personal information about me. 


I look back at Jose who looks stunned, angry, and like he 
wants to grab me before I can get out the door, which is 
now just inches behind me. 


“Let’s talk about this,” he says. 


My hands reach behind me and I find the horizontal bar to 
the door, jerking it open and using one of those salsa spin 
moves I just learned to change directions and slide out the 
door. 


I take off running, knowing there’s no way I can outrun him 
if he chases me, which I fully expect. 


I’ve watched enough Animal Planet to know you should 
never run when you're being chased by a predator, and 


now that my head has cleared I clearly realize that he is 
exactly that. 


Or so I thought. 
"Harper, come back!” he yells, but I don't turn around. 


I just keep running, until I reach Old Havana, which is 
absolutely breathtaking... but I lost my breath blocks ago. 


I catch my breath for a few minutes then flag a cab, and 
hope the taxi driver doesn't mind when I pull out my sweaty, 
folded Cuban pesos to pay. 


But one thing's for sure... I'm not paying Jose a visit ever 
again. And I need to get home to get my phone so I can call 
Emma. My phone will work, but the call is routed through 
satellite services from Italy... which just so happened to be 
the place I decided not to go spend time abroad. 


In hindsight that seems like a bad choice, but my foresight 
kicks in and I wonder if Jose is going to be at our 
apartment. 


If he has a paper with a bunch of information about me, 
then he surely knows where I live. 


"Think, Harper. Think.” 
“Todo bien?” the driver asks. 


"Yes, everything s okay,” I say. And it is, because I’m going 
to get the all important doorman from the proper 
apartment building next door to help me...assuming he's 
not on Jose's spy payroll too. 


I've been studying the history of Cuba round-the-clock, 
including the extreme amounts of violence in the culture. 


Now I need to make sure I don't end up in the wrong 
chapter of future history books... myself. 


CHAPTER 5 


Jose 
Dammit! 
I came on too strong and scared her away. 


If only she knew what I knew she wouldn't be concerned 
with me, she'd be concerned with what else awaits her. 


I pace the floor of my studio, trying to think of what to do. 
Of course I want to run to her, definitely not tuck my head 
into my shell like a turtle and hide. But she needs space 
right now, and time. 


But we may not have either. 


I jump in the shower staring down at my rock hard cock, 
promising myself I'm not going to pleasure myself to the 
thought of her. I'm only going to pleasure myself by 
pleasing her...in the flesh. 


And despite what just went down it will happen. It will. I’ve 
got a lot of explaining to do, but she’ll come to see that me 
stalking her is just one way to look at it. 


There are certainly others, and those are much more 
important. 


Showering quickly I change and bolt out the door. I know 
where she lives, and surely she knows that too. The only 
question is, who else knows it and when are they planning 
to make their move? 


CHAPTER 6 


Harper 


The cab pulls up to my block and I pay the man and quickly 
exit. I just need to get inside, get safe, and check on Emma. 
I'm trying to put what happened behind me and just move 
on. 


But the second I reach into my pocket, something moves 
next to me, and all I can feel is a big hand around my wrist, 
jamming it into my pocket and another hand around my 
mouth. 


I kick backwards and scream, but despite the few blows I 
feel myself landing on this kidnapper's shins, they have little 
force behind them. 


He drags me down my front steps and toward the street. 

“Hurry,” he says in English, with a thick... Russian accent. 
I bite down hard on his hand. 

“Bitch!” he yells, and brings his other hand up to slap me. 


I brace for impact, watching his hand start to come down 
toward me, but it's not an open hand...it's a fist. 


My whole body stills, waiting for what could very well be 
lights out for me, but instead I feel a strong gust of wind 
beside me as I fall to the ground in the grass. 


What the? 


I look up and Jose is literally pummeling the face of this guy, 
who I can now very clearly see is indeed Russian. Studying 


Cuba has required me to learn more about Russia and the 
Soviet Union than I ever could have guessed. And this pale- 
skinned, blond man with light eyes is most certainly of 
Slavic origin, and I'd absolutely put my money on Russian... 
and also on Jose coming out the victor in this gruesome 
display of male violence. 


I put my hand up to my face, trying not to watch, but 
somehow I just can’t take my eyes off him. It's like my 
entire body is frozen, and everything that's happened in the 
last twenty minutes is a complete out of body experience in 
and of itself. 


Jose jumps up off the man, and the streetlight from afar 
highlights his thick chest expanding and contracting wildly. 
He may be in great cardiovascular shape, but fight or flight 
is a whole other level. 


"You okay?” he asks. 


I have no idea how I'm even supposed to answer that, or if I 
should be talking to him, let alone be around him right now. 


Before I nod he comes running straight at me! 


His arms pump through the air as he's staring at me, or isit 
over my shoulder. 


“Duck!" he yells, and I tuck my chin into my chest and roll 
forward. 


Jose dives and I hear a loud thud just above me and then 
what sounds like two grizzly bears in the forest wrestling on 
the canopy. 


But this time it's not an all out fist to the face barrage, it's 
more a wrestling match...until I hear a bone snap, causing 
me to cringe and nearly hurl in the grass. 


“Fuck!” the man yells, and it’s clearly not Jose. 


Suddenly there are cops everywhere and Jose’s speaking to 
them in rapid fire Spanish, but I can make out the words as 
my Spanish is getting better by the day. 


The cops wrap the badly beaten men up and throw them 
into the paddy wagon, and suddenly this makes much more 
sense. 


“Can we talk?” he asks. 
“Me first,” I say. 
He nods. 


“Thank you...and I’m sorry.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Jose 


Harper's eyes show sympathy and remorse as she looks up 
at me. "There's no need to be sorry. You did the right thing 
with the information you had, and, well, I did come on 
pretty strong not half an hour ago.” 


That beautiful head of hers turns to the side and she nods. 
God, how I want to go to her now, grab her face and kiss 
her hard. I was so close in the studio, then it seemed like 
all was lost, but in truth I never gave up hope. 


But I can't kiss her here and now, despite the adrenaline 
rush we're both experiencing. Why can't I kiss her? 
Because there's no way I'd be able to stop. She'san 
amazing young woman, I know...I’ve both spent time with 
her and have a file on her, and if I kiss her once I know I'll 
need to bury my cock so deep inside her she’ll be 
scratching my back like a jaguar with those fingernails of 
hers. 


“Thank you,” she says. "For understanding.” 


I just stare at her before my brain clicks and I realize I 
should help her to her feet. And I call myself a gentleman? 


It's just that she's able to capture my attention like no 
woman ever has and all I can think about is capturing every 
part of her...every part. 


My cock is about to burst through my pants as my hand 
finds hers and I gently lift her to her feet. 


“Jose,” she says, and I can tell she's about to say something 
serious, and something I might not want to hear. "You 
wanna go for a walk around Old Havana?” 


"Yeah, that sounds perfect.” 


"Just give me a couple minutes to take a shower and get 
ready?” 


"Of course.” 


"I promise I’m fast. I’m like a guy when it comes to taking 
showers and putting on makeup. Actually I’m not even 
wearing any... mean I usually don’t and I’m not right now 
and I won’t when we—” 


I bring my fingers to those plump lips of hers and silence 
her. I can see she’s nervous, but more importantly all those 
feelings she had when we were dancing are racing back. I 
can see it and I can feel it. 


Her lips part and it takes everything I have inside me not to 
slide my digit inside her mouth, sweep her off her feet and 
carry her up to her apartment right now. 


I grit my teeth, trying my best to shelf that idea, no matter 
how hard my dick is demanding it right now. 


“TIl be right back.” She turns to go, and then pivots back to 
me. “Do you know where Emma is?” 


I pull out my phone and dial Yordani, who takes forever to 
answer. 


I ask him, in English, where Emma is, and then put the 
phone on speaker holding it up so Harper can hear. 


“She’s right here. Let me put her on.” 


In between the sound of music, glasses clinking, and the 
sound of an absolute fiesta, Emma s voice comes through 
loud and clear. "Harp? Youthere? I know you're not 
having a much fun as I am.” 


Harper takes a step toward me, and then another before 
she takes the phone from my hands and takes it off speaker. 


"You're okay?” she says. 


"Of course I'm okay. Get your butt down here and party 
with us. Havana is insane! And bring your hot boy toy with 
you. I sure have mine.” 


"Iresent that,” Yordani says. 


Despite the phone not being on speaker I can hear 
everything, and try not to crack up. 


“I think we're gonna just go for a walk,” she says. 


"Party pooper. Well, have fun and don't wait up for me. 
Yordani is taking good care of me.” 


"Have a good night,” she says, and hangs up the phone just 
as Emma's slurred speech replies with a, "you too.” 


She goes to hand me my phone back but there's an 
awkward moment again. Do I go upstairs with her and wait 
inside, knowing she's probably just a few feet away, 
completely without clothes in the shower, cool water 
running all over that amazingly hot body of hers, or do I 
stay right here. 


She bites her bottom lip, and I summon all the willpower I 
have. “PI just wait here while you get ready.” 


"You sure?” 


I'm absolutely not fucking sure, but please go upstairs now 
before I absolutely lose it. "Yeah, I'm sure.” 


“Thanks,” she says, handing me my phone back and dashing 
up the stairs, the door closing behind her. 


Literally not ten minutes later the door is closing behind 
her again and she's ready to go. Just as she said she has on 
zero makeup, yet looks like all the billions of dollars in the 
world...not that you could ever put a price on her beauty. 


My mind races forward, thinking about her, babies, us, 
everything...again. 


I see a woman who's caring. A woman who will make sure 
dinner is on the table for our kids and I every night when I 
get home from the studio, assuming she doesn't want to 
come and teach with me. In that case IIl hire a chef. She 
shouldn't ever have to work a day in her life if she doesn't 
want to, and cooking counts as work, although I have a 
feeling she wants to do it, to feel the overwhelming 
satisfaction it brings when the children we bring into this 
world, and me, wolf down every last bite. 


"Sure you don’t want to join Emma?” I ask. 
"I'm sure.” 


“Good,” I growl. We take two steps, and immediately I grab 
her hand. It's time for her to know, to see, and to feel, who 
she belongs too. She's mine, and I want everyone in this 
entire city, this entire island, the entire world to know it. 
Always. 


CHAPTER 8 


Harper 
Maybe Kevin dumping me was a blessing in disguise. 


If he thought I was boring before, well, wait until he gets a 
load of me now. But he won't. Ever. 


I'm looking forward, not back, and right now forward is to 
explore Old Havana at night. 


But there's no sense of exploration in Jose's grip on my 
hand. It's firm and steady, but not crushing at all. What it 
is is completely sure that it’s meant to be there. There's no 
hesitation in his palm, or his thick fingers which are 
intertwined with mine. 


He's not exploring his feelings for me. He's telegraphing 
how he already feels. Big difference. 


Jose leads the way, pointing out many of the buildings I've 
seen in books. Seeing them up close in person, with a local 
“guide", is a whole other experience. 


It reminds me of what Barcelona looks like, again from 
pictures ľve seen in books and online, and for the first time 
in a long time I feel like actually packing my bags just so I 
can go explore a city in real life... not from the safety of 
doing so from a distance provides. 


Normally when I'm about to finish a book, I really want to 
do so alone. I'm like a pregnant cat, running off to delivery 
her litter in solitude. But not this time. Doing all this with 
Jose by my side is a much better way to enjoy new parts of 


the world, although the parts we come from may be worlds 
apart. 


“If my Spanish is correct,” I begin, knowing it is, “those 
cops were looking for those guys?” 


“Not just the cops, but me as well.” 
“But how did you know?” 


“Running the studio you get a lot of foreigners coming 
through for lessons. They’re excited, being on vacation and 
all, and they talk. I heard a few girls mention some creepy 
Russian dudes following them around from time to time and 
that’s when I went to the police.” 


“And started spying on me?” 


“Like I told the cops it wasn’t that. I knew the Russians 
were specifically targeting blonde girls to traffic to Dubai 
for rich Saudi princes and the like. You had the look they 
were going for, so I knew you were in danger.” 


“That’s why you...stalked me then?” 


“T kept that thought in the back of my mind, but I knew the 
truth was something else. I had to protect you, keep you 
safe, and make you mine. No way was I going to let my 
woman escape me. Not now, not ever.” 


I swallow hard and stop walking. It’s time to get serious, 
although Jose has clearly beaten me to the punch. 


“But how did you get my information? You should not have 
been able to access that.” 


“T was a cop before I decided to open up my own dance 
studio. I’m not gonna lie, I got tired of all the bribery and 


things like that, but in the end I used bribery to get access 
to your files. I had to know more about you the first 
moment I saw you. I wasn't about to let you leave the island 
without knowing who you belong to,” he nearly barks. 


"Jose!” a young woman says, as she runs up to him and 
jumps in his arms. Somehow he manages to catch her with 
one hand, while still holding my hand with the other. 


"It's so good to see you,” she says, kissing both of his cheeks 
and looking way too friendly for my comfort. 


I tug my hand to get away, but Jose's grip doesn't allow it. 


My chest tightens. A second ago I felt like Jose was really 
opening up to me, and now I feel... practically invisible. 


"Where are you going now?” the woman asks. "Come hang 
out with me,” she says, in Spanish this time as if she doesn't 
want the foreign girl to hear that last part. 


I breathe out hard, realizing I must have fallen for the 
charms of the Latin lover. I did earlier in the night and here 
I was about to do it again. I definitely didn't learn my 
lessons it seems. 


The real lesson I want learned is for this girl, whose bare 
midriff looks like she does about ten thousand crunches a 
day, to learn not to disrespect me like this. 


I just look up at her, taking in her flowing dark hair, her 
vibrant smile, her...everything really. She's an absolute 
knockout and it's clear she's after Jose. 


So he has a girlfriend or an ex-girlfriend. What did I really 
think something could happen between the two of us? 


Still, it's time for me to go. 


Jose's body pivots. "Harper, this is Selma, my sister.” 
"Your...sister?" 
I feel like an insecure idiot as I swallow hard. 


“Yes,” he says as she jumps down from somehow having her 
legs wrapped around his waist without having broken the 
bond between Jose's hand and mine. 


"Nice to meet you, Harper,” she says with such sincerity in 
her eyes I can't help but like her. 


"Selma's much younger than me and she travels 
throughout the country, and internationally, with the Cuban 
gymnastics team. I didn't see her much when she was 
younger and I don't get to see her much now. Sothisis a 
real treat. Being with you has brought me luck.” 


“Yes, you are good luck, Harper,” Selma says. “Would you 
two like to join me? I'm just running to meet some friends.” 


I would love to have a local girlfriend here in Havana, but 
before I can blurt out a yes, Jose's answering for me. 


“Maybe another night. Tonight is reserved for us. I’m 
showing her around for the first time.” 


“Tt’s about time,” Selma says, playfully poking him in the 
ribs. I like the way they get along in such a playful 
manner... but what exactly did she mean by, “It’s about 
time”? Apparently he’s not the player that I would have 
guessed. 


“Definitely worth the wait,” he says softly, his head slightly 
turned as if he doesn’t want me to hear, and then Selma 


gives me two kisses and she's off into the night, just as 
quickly as she appeared. 


"Wow, that was interesting,” I say. 


"You're interesting. And although it was nice to see her, 
and I’m glad the two of you were able to meet, we were in 
the middle of something.” 


"We were?” 
(€ Yes S 
“What?” 


“This,” he says, jerking my body to his just like he did on the 
dance floor, but this time it’s not to put me in position for 
the next twist or turn. Instead he turns the tables and his 
lips come crashing down on mine for the first time. 


CHAPTER 9 


Jose 


Harper's lips taste sweeter than anything in the world. 
Cuba is known for its mangos and papaya, but I'd give them 
up forever just for one more taste of her sweetness. 


But there can't be just one more taste, as my lips find hers 
again and I kiss her hard. 


My cock thumps against my zipper as I explore the inside of 
her mouth, not being able to control the urge to gently 
nibble her bottom lip. 


My hand, which is around her waist, pulls her in even 
closer, making sure she feels the pressure from my stiffness 
firmly against her. 


Suddenly she pulls away. “I wasn’t...expecting that.” 
“But you liked it,” I state. 
“Very much.” 


"It wasn’t a question,” I shoot back before claiming her lips 
again. This time she leans into the kiss even more before 
our lips finally drift apart after at least half a minute. 


She leans back in and pecks me playfully, femininely, and 
perfectly, right on the dead center of my lips and I almost 
explode in my pants. The tenderness of her lips combined 
with the aggressiveness of mine is one helluva combination. 
How could I have ever guessed that the woman I saw 
through my window, the women I did everything to protect, 
also turns out to be the absolute best kisser in the world? 


I need to believe it, because this is real and she is 
everything. Mine. 


"You know how bad I want you right now?” I confess. "We 
should go somewhere private." It's direct, but I can't waste 
anymore time. I need her, now and always as mine. 


"What about Old Havana?” 
"We can explore it another day.” 


She says nothing, but her body language telegraphs she 
wants to leave with me. She just needs to feel right about 
it. 


"I promise you, this isn't just one night. This is more. This 
is real. And when you wake up tomorrow in my arms, we 1I 
have breakfast and then go to the Museo Hemingway Finca 
Vigia." 


"Hemingway s museum?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“But tourists can’t actually get in.” 

“You’re not a tourist anymore. You’re with me.” 


She scrunches her face. “And I hear it’s hard for tourists to 
walk with Cubans in the street, especially hand in hand. 
The cops will—” 


I raise my hand to her lips. “I know the cops. Nobody is 
ever going to bother you...when you’re with me. And come 
tomorrow I’m going to put out the word that you’re mine so 
anytime you’re out and about by yourself, which will be 
extremely rare because I’m going to be by your side as 
often as I can, the cops will be on your side. They'll know 


you, respect you, and protect you in my absence...not that 
there will be any.” 


She says nothing, still thinking it over. 


"There's no way I can resist your curves any longer. Ever 
since you walked into my studio tonight it's like my body's 
been on fire. I can’t take this anymore. I can’t hold back. I 
feel like a volcano ready to erupt." 


I look to both sides, making sure no one is looking...she is 
my lady after all and needs to be treated with respect, 
always. But right now the animal in me is out, unlike ever 
before, and I want her, and only her, to know it. 


I take her small hand and place it on my rod. Her eyes flash 
open wide, but then she shows me she's anything but 
boring and not spontaneous as she starts massaging my 
length right over the top of my pants. And this is the reason 
we have to leave. Right. Fucking. Now. 


I grab her other hand and begin walking her to my place, 
but before we're even there I push her up against a 
Spanish colonial-style building, claiming her mouth in the 
dark street as my rock hard dick presses into her soft 
midsection. 


Her fingers fumble for my belt buckle, and quickly she gives 
up even trying, instead just ramming her hand down my 
pants and fisting my rod over my underwear. 


"Look what you're doing to me,” I say, feeling the precome 
coating the inside of my underwear. 


"You're naughty,” she says. 


"Like this,” I say, grabbing her breast and kneading it in- 
between my thick digits. “We can’t be doing this in the 


street. You're my princess and you deserve to be in my 
castle.” 


“I don’t care. I want spontaneous. I want freedom. I want 
excitement." 


“I want all that too, but I don’t want another man to ever 
see what's mine,” I growl, feeling every muscle in my body 
flex at the thought before I dive in for another deep kiss, 
claiming her there for all to see, despite the fact that it's 
impossible for anyone to see us on this street. 


“Show me, what I can feel," she says, motioning down 
toward my rod. Damn, I want to pull the fucker out right 
here and let my dick get some air. It sure as hell needs it, 
but what it really needs is to be stuffed so far up inside her 
It never comes out. 


“Tm going to show you everything... my body, what you 
mean to me, how damn sexy and beautiful you are,” I say, as 
I nibble her earlobe. 


“Tm not...that sexy and beautiful,” she says softly, and I 
want to punch the fuck out of whoever put that idea into 
her mind. 


"You're the most beautiful and sexy woman in the world, 
and you re mine. And I'm going to show you real damn 
soon. Now let'sgo,” I say, taking her hand from my pants 
despite how damn much I want it down there. 


The immediate void created by the lack of her not touching 
me is beyond apparent, infuriating actually, but I know I’m 
going to get all that and more soon. 


And she’s going to get everything. Every ounce of me... 
mentally, physically, and the seed I’ve been saving up all my 
life, for her. 


And it's going to take every ounce of my strength not to spill 
that seed before we get home. I'm walking as fast as I can, 
but I don’t want to make it feel like I’m a caveman who 
clubbed her over the head and is dragging her back to my 
cave by her beautiful, blonde locks. 


Not five minutes later I jam the key into the door, turning 
the handle the millisecond it's inserted and the door slams 
against the wall, opening an entrance for us to be in privacy 
where we belong. My house, which the moment she steps 
over that threshold becomes a home. 


I pull her across the threshold and instantly it's like two 
caged tigers are set free. I grab her ass hard and easily lift 
her up off the ground, pulling her body into mine as the 
insides of her thighs wrap around my waist and my tongue 
wraps around hers. 


Pinning her back against the wall, I kick the door closed, 
sending her hips into overdrive as she grinds her pelvis 
against my erection. 


This is like something out of a movie, a fantasy...this doesn't 
happen. 


But this is real. She's real. This is happening because of 
her. 


My hand slides in behind her back, finding her hair and 
tugging it as she moans toward the ceiling. 


"Oh fuck, Jose,” she says, as she yanks at my shirt. "Faster. 
Iwantthis. I want you.” 


Her words set me off, and that tiger inside me becomes a 
cheetah, racing to get undressed while keeping her pinned 
against the wall as I explore every part of her body as I tear 


the clothes from her body in rapid succession until she's 
just in her bra and panties. 


“Fuck, beautiful. Show me those big tits of yours that have 
been dying to get out. I know they're fucking gorgeous.” 


She makes quick work of her bra, unhooking it from behind, 
before she lowers one shoulder and then the other as she 
removes the bra, tossing it to the side. 


Her nipples stand at attention, pale pink areolas and 
porcelain skin. 


I'm not sure if I want to put the masterpiece that is her 
body on display in the Guggenheim, or put her on a plate 
and devour her like a seven-course meal. 


But no way am I allowing another man to see what's mine, 
so I quickly scrap the first idea, knowing I will devour every 
single inch of her... not leaving a scrap for the dogs, because 
a dog is exactly what she's turned me into. 


My thinking has gone completely feral, primal, ravenous... 
and I am going to savagely take her so fast and so hard 
shell swear a tornado took her. 


"Now your panties,” I say, lowering her feet to the floor and 
taking a step back, my own back finding the other side of 
the wall in the entranceway to my home. Despite 
immediately missing that feeling of her body pressed 
against mine in close quarters, I need some space to take 
her in from head to toe. 


" Before I do, I just need to tell you something.” 
"Whatever it is it doesn't matter.” 


“Oh...it matters. A lot.” 


"We can get through it, beautiful.” 


"No one ever has,” she says, causing me to metaphorically 
scratch my head before my hand comes up and runs along 
the back of my neck. No one ever has? What does that 
mean. 


As if she can read my thoughts she provides the answer to 
her own riddle. "No one has ever gotten through...you 
know... broken through my... seal.” 


"Your sea?" I ask, knowing what she means but needing to 
hear her say it. 


“My hymen.” 
"You re a...?” 
“Yeah, a virgin. I’m sorry.” 


I close the distance between our bodies instantly, putting 
my forehead on hers. “There’s no need for you to ever be 
sorry...only to be mine. Mine and only mine, gorgeous.” 


I watch the worry disappear from her face and a smile 
slides across her lips as she drops her panties. 


“Now,” I say, swooping her up off the floor quickly. “Let me 
show you who that pretty pink pussy of yours belongs to.” 


CHAPTER 10 


Harper 


I've never had sex before, yet here I am in a foreign 
country, completely bared for a man I barely know and I 
feel... comfortable. 


All the insecurities and inhibitions tied to my body seem to 
have just melted away, thanks to Jose's hunger to have me. 


No one has ever even seen me completely nude before, but 
when I feel my back hit the mattress after he tosses me, it's 
obvious I’m on full display... and is he ever looking. 


“Mine," he snarls, before jumping on the high thread count 
sheets right along with me. But most of his body isn't 
touching the mattress, only his knuckles, and legs from the 
knee down as he hovers over me, making me feel tiny. 


His hands come off the mattress and he grips by breasts 
with his meaty fingers, caressing my nipples before he 
twists them and then pinches the tips. He takes them into 
his mouth at the same time and sucks hard, causing my 
back to arch. 


My legs instinctively slide open even more, my wet channel 
welcoming his entry. 


One of his hands comes off my tits and runs straight up my 
slick folds, coating his digit so he can do what he does 
next...rub that soaking finger across my clit, pull it back and 
bring it to his lips. 


“Oh fuck,” he moans, as he slides it into his mouth, his head 
tilting back like his neck is a hinge as the ecstasy clearly 


builds inside him...and me. Suddenly his head snaps back 
forward and he touches me again, sliding a finger so far 
inside me that my breath hitches and my chest freezes. 


"You okay?” 


I vigorously nod, and he takes that as all the welcome he 
needs to turn his hand and allow his finger to find my spot, 
tapping it in rapid succession. 


My fingers grip the sheets as my eyes roll back in my head. 
"Jose, I'm close.” 


I'm afraid if I open my eyes and take in the sight of his 
tanned, muscular physique it will push me over the top...or 
wake me up from what still seems like a dream. 


I dig the nail of my thumb into my palm as I continue to 
squeeze the cotton sheets. Yep, I can feelthat. This is real. 


His finger slowly slides out and anger shoots through me. 
Need. Hunger. Desire. 


But he doesn't keep me waiting long. 


My eyes pop open, locking on his as he kisses his way down 
my middle, stopping just short of my opening and then he 
takes a long lick straight up, and I'm right back into 
fantasyland. 


His entire mouth engulfs me. "Your kiss was the sweetest 
thing I ever tasted...until now,” he moans into my opening. 
"I knew you would taste fucking amazing...and I was right. 
But still, I couldn't have been prepared for just how 
amazing you'd be.” 


His tongue finds my clit and he flips my nub. I swear I can 
feel and hear the thumping of his cock against his stomach. 


I lean forward and I look down our bodies. Sure enough 
that huge thing is pulsing like a madman, slapping his 
twelve-pack abs well above his belly button. 


" Please don't hurt me with that thing,” I can't help but blurt 
out. 


"I can't go easy when it comes to you. And I am gonna hurt 
you, but not in a bad way...in the best way." 


“You promise?” 


“Everything. I promise you everything,” he says, and 
quickly gets back to pleasuring my clit with his tongue as if 
it was the most expensive pearl in the world and he were 
giving it a white-glove examination. 


I lean back onto the bed, trying not to finish too soon, but 
when he says, “ Your pussy was made for my mouth. This 
pussy, your pussy, is my pussy now. It, and you, belong to 
me,” I can’t take it anymore. 


My hips buck and my cunt clenches, begging for his tongue 
inside me as a warm wave washes through me and I 
unleash right on his face. 


“Tm coming!” I yell, but it's too late... or is it? 


Another wave immediately hits me and I climax again, my 
body pulsing and my hips bucking even more wildly than 
before as I literally fuck Jose’s face. 


His hands grab my ass hard as he drinks from my hole, his 
firm grip calming my uncontrollable reaction to the skills of 
his tongue as his face rides my middle like a bull. 


He never stops... never lets go... and doesn’t even think of 
letting up as he continues to polish his face with my pussy, 
until finally my body stalls. 


It's only then that he pulls his face away, and I bend my 
neck forward, looking at my gleaming cream covering his 
face. 


"Oh my god. What did I do to you?” I ask in-between 
breaths. I can't help but smile at my unintentional claim on 
him, but he's far from smiling...and it's not out of anger. 


“This,” he says, fisting his cock as he mounts me as if the 
future of civilization depends on us procreating. 


"You know what this means, right?” 
“You re going to break me in half right now?” 


"And you're going to like it. But what else,” he asks, 
practically demanding an answer as he can't wait much 
longer. 


“I will like it, and from the sight of your unsheathed dick it 
means... I could get pregnant.” I should feel nervous, but I 
don't. 


"No, it means you will get pregnant. You can fucking count 
on it. I gu-aran-fucking-tee it.” 


a How? u 


"We were made for each other. This is Biology 101. We're 
the perfect match and there's no way my seed won't take in 
your womb and give us our first child, of many.” 


I don't say anything. 


“I have to know you want that...to know this isn't just you 
on vacation, but this is your new life. This is your forever. I 
have to know before I slide inside you because for me this is 
it. You're everything.” 


Flashes of delivery rooms, nurseries, first day's of school, 
kid's slumber parties, PIA meetings...everything, flash 
through my head. I imagine my kids looking half like Jose. 
But that makes them our kids, which they are. 


Damn, I'm already in the present tense, not thinking about 
the future. My mind, and my body, have already accepted 
this. 


Want this. 
Need this. 
“Tell me,” he demands. 


"Claim me and put a baby in me,” I say with more self- 
assuredness than I've ever spoken in my life. 


Not wasting another second the entirety of his cock slips 
inside me, opening me wider than I thought I could go. 


My forearm twitches and a prick of pain nearly causes a 
tear to roll from my eye. "You're right. You are gonna hurt 
me...in the best way.” 


He grunts and groans and then slowly slides his hips back, 
his rod sliding through my channel as each and every nerve 
ending inside me begs for a repeat performance. 


He doesn’t disappoint. 


The moment the underside of the crown of his cock reaches 
my opening he slides right back in...slowly, perfectly. 


I grab his thigh and dig my fingers in, which causes him to 
pick up the pace, thrusting harder until the legs of the bed 
are coming up and slamming into the floor. 


"Oh fuck, Jose. Oh, Jose. Fuck me!” I call out, not even 
knowing who I am right now. 


My demand causes him to reach a gear I didn't know even 
existed above his current feverous pace, but he finds it and 
goes full throttle. 


“Uhhh,” he moans through a closed throat with flared 
nostrils, the sound echoing out through his chest. 


I reach down to cup his balls, but they're damn near gone. 
“Fuck!" he says, as my fingers make contact with his skin. 


He grabs me hard and leans forward, pressing everything 
he's got into me as his body jerks wildly, and a hot eruption 
sprays my insides. 


My body jerks in response and I slide right into my third 
orgasm in minutes, Jose's hand rising up to find my throat 
as he keeps me grounded to the mattress. 


The lack of air only intensifies things as Jose's body stills 
just momentarily, and then bucks again. 


A full minute later, at least I'd guess as time seems to have 
stopped, the middle part of our bodies still as our chests 
thump against one another's. 


This feels so amazing I can’t even describe it. I’m so glad I 
waited and got to experience a real connection with 
someone I... dare I say, love. 


I know I'm emotional right now and I don't want to go 
blurting out anything I might regret later, even though I 
know I won't. It's just that I'm so socially conditioned to 
play games that I can't put into words and say out loud 
what I'm feeling for my man now. 


Yes, my man. 


Because just as I belong to him, that means he belongs to 
me. We were meant for each other after all. I truly believe 
that. 


And as I feel him still buried inside me, there's no way to 
discern where one of us ends and the other begins. 


And once our first-born child comes along, we'll have proof 
in the form of a heartbeat, that this was the moment we 
united... fully. 


I exhale hard and just as I finish his lips find mine. 


“Now I'm going to make love to you,” he says. “All. Night. 
Long." 


CHAPTER 11 


Jose 


The next morning I roll over, ready to go for session number 
lucky seven. In some ways I can't believe we continued 
what we started until seven in the morning, but because it's 
her, and only her, everything is possible... and I'm surprised 
we're not still at it. 


"Harper, I call out as I stand and stretch, seeing the clock 
on the wall read 11:53. I can't remember the last time I 
slept that long...or the last time I was scheduled to teach at 
noon! 


Crap! 


I grab my things and move quickly through my place calling 
out Harper s name. 


Nothing. No note or anything. At first it seems normal. 

She just didn't want to wake me and probably had class, but 
then thoughts of her possibly changing her mind creep into 
my mind as I slide out the door and rush to my studio. 


Did I say or do something wrong? It's not like this was just 
a one-nigh-stand. I sure as hell don't participate in that 
kind of stuff, and I know for a fact she doesn't either. 


Maybe after her first time she just got nervous and wasn't 
quite sure how to cope. I can understand. 


But I can’t understand why she left without a trace. 


We have a real connection and I hope she's not having 
second thoughts about what we did. She sure as hell better 
not feel ashamed of what we did. 


Damn, why are these thoughts going through my mind at 
all? 


Thinking of all the tourists I see that come through that 
hook up with locals, each other, or tell all their Tinder 
stories from back home and abroad, it's hard not to geta 
bit pessimistic. 


That's not her though. She's not like them, so why am I 
worried that she feels like she did something wrong now? 


As soon as I arrive at the studio I see the class of about 
thirty people waiting for me to open the door. 


"I can't remember the last time you were late, Jose,” one of 
my students says, dressed in a sports bra that looks more 
like a thin napkin. 


"He's never been late,” one of my best students, Javier, a 
ballet pro defends. He's been coming here since I first 
opened up. 


"Somebody get lucky last night?” another voice chimes out. 


"He's married to his work...no time for women,” Javier says, 
just before I turn around from the door ready to rip that 
guy's head off for asking a question about me and my night 
with my women. 


Then I remember he has no idea what went on last night. 
Damn, I'm so on edge right now. 


I pair up the students and take the front of the class, 
beginning the instruction quickly and as professionally as I 
can. 


"Wait, are we dancing on one or on two?” someone asks 
out. "You're switching back and forth like you can't 
remember...or you're distracted or something.” 


“On one,” I say, but right now I’m not even sure. I can’t 
focus and I sure as hell can't feel my feet. 


I speed dial Yordani and tell him to get his butt in here 
pronto. I'm clearly off, and the only way I'm going to get 
back on, is to get her. 


My woman who ran from me...I’m starting to think. 


If she thinks this was a one-night stand and nothing more, 
she's sorely mistaken. Last night happened. It was real 
and it's going to happen again and again and again, 
because she is mine and will continue to be mine. Always. 


I believe that one hundred percent. The only question is... 
does she? 


CHAPTER 12 


Harper 


"You just ran away?” Emma asks. "Why would you do 
that?” 


The instructor turns from the blackboard and gives us an 
evil eye. "Cubans don't run, for your information. We stay 
and fight. It's in our blood...unless you have some 
contradictory information you re ready to share?” He turns 
his body squarely to face the room. 


"No. We agree,” I say as I slide down in my seat. 


Emma begins frantically scribbling on her notebook, before 
she turns and holds it up to me as our instructor continues 
writing on the chalkboard. I wish Cuba was up to speed 
with the rest of the world, but I can't lie...in this moment 
I'm glad the technology here is lacking. Ifthey had the 
tools Western instructors had they'd be facing the class and 
practically have facial recognition software that shocked us 
if we so much as spoke out of turn. 


But when I see Emma "s words on the page, for the first time 
in my life I do wish we were in more of a tech surveillance 
state. 


A hot salsa dancer who was clearly into you!!! You made a 
connection and you gave Kevin a big Fyou. See how 
boring YOU ARENT right now? 


She's right. I definitely feel more spontaneous and alive 
than I've ever felt before, and that right there's the 
problem. 


This isn't me and this isn't sustainable, and that's a huge 
problem. 


Jose fell for a type of girl I’m not. It was just an unintended 
facade. 


I need to steer this conversation, if you can call it that, in 
another direction. 


What about you and Yordani? Huh? 


Emma is fast to respond. Im old news. Did you give him 
your cherry? 


Gross! And how over the top is that right now? Since when 
does Emma talk like a high school boy? 


Since she's out of her mind excited, I guess. The question is 
am I out of my mind too? 


Jose pulled me out of my shell, and it wasn't me...or was it? 


Maybe it just took someone to show me what was possible 
to open up a side to me I didn't know existed. 


Can I dance salsa all night long right now? 


Not a chance. I'm way too out of shape. I was running on 
adrenaline last night...and the feeling of his rock hard cock 
pressing against my body when he pulled me tight during 
those spins. 


And the way his hands guided my hips. 
And his warm breath on mine. 


And everything, and I repeat to myself, everything, he 
showed me in his bedroom. 


I have a first world passport, a first world life, and so much 
to go back to...so why am I thinking about throwing it all 
away and staying here with him? 


Then again, why does my brain process this as throwing 
something away? 


Why do we go to the gym, make money, and do all the 
things we do in the first world, when it seems like some of 
these tiny, poorer countries have what we want...and can't 
buy? 


Love. Real connections. Life. Energy. 


Sure, the power goes out, the neighbor's dog barks all 
night long, and air conditioning is hard to come by...but the 
waters of the Caribbean are crystal clear, the Cuba Libres 
more than liberating, and the people are magical... just like 
Jose. 


Come to think of it, if somewhere down the line we were 
married and he had a Western passport would he even 
want to leave? 


That's the real question, and not just for him. For both of 
us. 


It inspired Hemingway. Heck, Jose was going to show me 
Hemingway s museum today before I took off. Now I’m 
studying about Cuba in a stuffy, boiling classroom, when I 
could be out there seeing what drew Hemingway to the 
island in the first place. 


And what was Hemingway's famous book? The Old Man 
and the Sea, about a fisherman who had hit a dry spell and 
then reeled in the catch ofa lifetime, right? 


Well, that sure as heck sounds like me, but unlike 
Hemingway, it's up to me to make sure my story doesn't end 
in tragedy. 


It's up to me, which means I'm going to have to be more 
outgoing, ambitious, and exciting. 


And thanks to what Jose showed me, I know I’m ready. 


I think. 


CHAPTER 13 


Harper 


As I leave class and walk towards my apartment, my mind 
wanders back to this morning. 


All the candles that had burnt out, and even the few that 
hadn’t, illuminated my escape from Jose's place. I'll never 
forget it. And TIl never forgive myself if I let it end like this. 


Just as I round the corner, almost to my place I see a flash 
coming at me like a bat out of hell. 


“Stop!” the deep voice calls out, and I know right away who 
it is. But I don't want to stop. I want what we have to 
continue. 


Jose's still racing as he's almost to me, when suddenly mid- 
stride his body throws itself my way and he slides across the 
grass on his knees, stopping at the edge right in front of 
me, where I stand on the sidewalk. 


"You're mine Harper Hall. You always were and you always 
will be.” 


(€ Pm—“ 


Before I can get the apology out of my mouth, Jose springs 
open a small, black box and a beautiful, huge diamond 
sparkles in the midday sun. 


“I want to slide this ring on your hand right now, Cuban 
style like a real man. I don’t even want to ask you, but I 
need you, so I will try to adapt to your culture and your 
rules. Harper, will—“ 


I grab his face with both hands and pull him up to me, 
holding his lips just short of mine. 


"I don’t want you to adapt to anything. I want you just the 
way you are. Aman. A man who knows what he wants. 
And most importantly...my man.” 


His lips claim mine and seconds later I feel the ring slide 
into place just before he scoops me off the ground, still 
kissing me. 


After a few moments of floating on the cloud that is Jose’s 
arms, I open my eyes. Where are you taking me?” 


"Home,” he says. 
"But I live right there.” 


"You were renting right there. I just decided your lease is 
up, but don't worry, I'll get you your money back.” 


I shake my head and smile. "And how will you do that?” 


“Don’t worry about that. That's the man’s job. You just 
relax until you get home.” 


“Relax? How could I relax more?” 


Jose whistles hard through his front two teeth, and just like 
out of a Disney movie a horse-drawn carriage stops just at 
the curb. 


“Your wish is my command, princess.” 
“Princess, but you make me feel like a queen,” I respond. 
“My queen. Eres mia mami.” 


“My king,” I say. “Eres mio big papi.” 


"I love you,” he says. 


“And I love you, all our differences, and how they balance us 
out and make us stronger.” 


“The strongest,” he says, as he carries me into the carriage 
with effortless ease. 


“You can put me down now,” I say, as he keeps me across 
his lap as he sits down. 


“Never, because I’m not coming down from this high you’ve 
given me, beautiful.” 


And that’s exactly how he makes me feel more than ever in 
my life... beautiful. 


And as I stare at my ring, I know that’s how it will always 
be. 


“Promise?” I ask. 


“Forever,” he says, his lips claiming mine with a machismo 
that’s one-of-a-kind. 


My kinda man...and he’s all mine. 


EPILOGUE 


Harper 
Two months later 


I stand at the airport, waiting for my parents to clear 
customs. 


The day after Jose proposed to me, I Skyped them and told 
them I was engaged. There was more than a long pause 
before they started guessing names of other students I had 
mentioned. 


When I told them it was a local guy, there was a long 
silence. 


The best part is that my parents don't see color, they see 
people. They weren't concerned about Jose's nationality, 
but they were concerned if I was making the right decision 
based on my age, aspirations, and the potential 
ramifications of marrying a man with very limited earning 
potential. 


When I explained to them that Jose actually did really well 
for himself, that helped, but they still coordinated their 
schedules so they could come down and suss this whole 
situation out for themselves. 


My mom is the first through the doors and she almost drops 
her bag when she sees me. In two month, I’ve dropped 
seventeen pounds. It's incredible. Dancing each and every 
day has really changed my body drastically, although Jose 
says he wishes I had my old self as he loves to get wild in 
the bedroom, and when he gets started he can't hold back. 
Part of me loves putting on my red dress while Jose gets in 


his all-white linens, and we just tear up the dance floor 
together. But another part of me is thinking about 
indulging in all these amazing foods. I am a foodie, no 
doubt about it. 


Despite my new shape, I still take his manhandlings, and 
being tossed around like a ragdoll, but now I'm more toned 
so I absorb his masculinity in a different way. 


“Honey,” my mom says, as she runs toward me. 


I wrap her up in a big hug, but make sure to keep an eye on 
my dad... who's slowly making his way to Jose with 
narrowed eyes. 


Jose is quick to great him, and offer him a cigar, which my 
dad accepts with a smile. "I thought we could smoke these 
later,” he says. 


"What's the occasion?” 


“The pending birth of your first grandson,” Jose says, and 
my dad falls to the airport floor like a stack of cards. 


EPILOGUE 


Jose 


I just couldn't resist telling my soon to be father-in-law the 
good news, even though he told me to pump my breaks 
when it comes to calling him dad. 


Cultural differences. 


I just want to celebrate the news Harper gave me this 
morning. I’m still on cloud nine, feeling high as a kite 
knowing I’m going to be a dad. And to a son? I feel like I 
won the lottery. 


And not just any son. Our son. 


There's no way I can't give him my same name. [m so 
damn proud to have a boy, and to know that half of him is 
made up of Harper. I won't call him Junior, but maybe we'll 
call him Joe around the house. 


It doesn’t matter. All that matters is showing Harper's 
parents that this is real and that I can, and will, do 
everything to provide for their daughter. 


After the airport we swing by Harper's school, where she’ll 
be spending a lot of time once her long-term stay visa gets 
approved. She loves reading, and knowing that I can 
provide a life for her where she can read as much as she 
wants makes me a proud man. 


Her parents still seem in shock, so we all go for a Cuba 
Libre before heading to the Museo Hemingway Finca Vigia. 


"I hear you can't actually go inside,” her dad says. 


“Tourists can’t. We're not tourists.” 


I rip off some rapid fire Spanish to the security guard and 
he motions for us to go around back. Penalties for almost 
anything are severe in my homeland, and the last thing I 
want is for this guy to get in trouble. Then again, I know 
the cops so I’m not worried too much. 


“Wow, so this is it?” her dad says, flashing a real smile for 
the first time. “Here’s where he stood and wrote at that 
famous typewriter.” 


“And here are some of his big game hunting trophies,” I say, 
pointing to the wall. 


Her dad is like a kid in a candy store, and I can see him 
warming up to the reality he’s facing going forward. Not 
only that he’s quickly experiencing the intangibles Cuba is 
famous for, and it’s not things you can export. 


History, culture, and hospitality. And of course family. We 
love big families, and once he sees how many grandkids I’m 
going to give him he’ll be fully on board. 


Hank, her dad, walks around for the next hour just taking 
the place in. Harper, her mom, and I finish early and head 
outside for a seat in the shade, and a lemonade. 


I’m expecting some questions, at least from her dad, but 
instead she simply congratulates us. 


“Your father and I fought through some pretty serious 
odds,” she says. “Not only were we both poor when we 
met, we were also students, and our families didn’t much 
like one another.” 


“And wasn’t there a big distance?” Harper asks. 


"Well, not nearly as big as yours, but it was three states.” 


I mostly keep quiet, just letting mother and daughter catch 
up, even taking some time and strolling around to the front 
to play a game of dominoes with the staff. 


Another hour passes and finally Hank comes out of the 
museum. 


“That was amazing! Hey, Jose. Do you know where 
Hemingway used to like to fish? Maybe we can check it out 
one of the days we're here. I mean, if you know someone 
who has a boat and it's not too much trouble.” 


I just turn to Harper and smile. "Nothing is ever trouble, 
when it comes to family.” 


I wrap my arm around my woman and pull her tight. "Or 
friends, and my friend has a boat and loves marlin fishing. 
We can even go now if you want.” 


"Doesn't he need some kind of notice?” 


"We're on island time, Hank. And he's my friend. We just 
call him and we go. When we get there we can go out in 
the water and fish.” 


"But what if he already has people he's taking out fishing 
today?” 


"Doesn't matter. He'll get another boat for us. That's what 
friends do for each other.” 


Hank just shakes his head. "You know what? I guess I kind 
of forgot how transactional things can be in the first world 
countries, no offense.” 


"None taken...and I know what you mean. People think I 
want to leave here since I have some money, but I don't. 
Sure, there are some amazing countries, like the one you're 
from, that I'd like to visit. But my heart and my soul is here, 
with your daughter." 


Harper's dad looks at her and she nods. 


"You'll come to love it dad. The island breeze and the way 
of life...you won't ever want to leave.” 


Hank seems to snap back to reality, but I can see there'sa 
part of his mind that still has one foot solidly planted in a 
fishing boat with dreams of catching a marlin while he's 
here. 


“Let me make a call,” I say, excusing myself to stand under 
some other trees nearby. 


I set up the fishing trip, and call my sister and my other 
friends for later this evening. We're not just going to go 
fishing, we're going to show Hank how to live... Cuban style. 


I want him to see the joy of our country, just like his 
daughter has put so much damn happiness into me. And 
our child will be raised here, or at least back and forth, 
because family is numero uno, and I want our little guy to 
have as much time with his grandparents as he can. 


Plus that gives me more alone time with Harper, to make 
our little Jose, or Joe, a lot more brothers and sisters. 


If it's up to me, [1l never stop... just like I'll never stop loving 
her. 


"It's confirmed,” I say. 


"The fishing trip?” Hank beams. 


“That, and that I’m the luckiest man in the world,” I say, 
pulling my woman in tight and kissing the top of her head. 


"And I'm the luckiest woman. I love you,” she says. 


“T love...us,” I say, putting one hand on her stomach and 
motioning for her parents to join in our hug. 


One big happy family. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Harper 
Five years later 


“Pass it, Jose!" I yell, as my little four-year-old races down 
the soccer field with the ball, but there's a defender hot on 
his heels. 


"Watch this, mom!” he says, as he storms past me. He does 
the new pass he's been practicing with his dad in the 
backyard, and the ball slides perfectly to Yasiel, Yordani and 
Emma's boy, who kicks the ball right through the net. 


Yasiel and Jose high five as do Emma and I and Yordani and 
Jose. 


The odds of me finding true love down here were well 
below one in a million. The odds that my best friend did to? 
Impossible to calculate. 


Just like I could never quantify my love for my man and this 
place. 


"That's it, son!” Jose says, pumping his fist. "Good job, 
boys,” he says as they race back to play defense. 


“Woo-hoo!" he says, scooping me up off the ground and 
holding me high in the air. 


“Jose, I’m pregnant.” 


“Damn, right you are. I want you up there on your pedestal 
so the whole world can see that I put another baby in you.” 


"We're at three now,” I say, admiring a view I don't usually 
get to see due to my limited height. 


"Seven more and we hit the bonus round,” he jokes...I 
think. Then again, I know he's absolutely serious. 


He lowers me to the ground cautiously, as if I’m as fragile as 
an antique vase being packed for an international delivery. 


“Aren’t I too heavy for that?” I ask. I’m back to the weight I 
had before I arrived and then some. It's not just the baby 
either. 


Despite all the salsa dancing we do I just can't resist all 
these delicious foods and lounging in the sun. Jose insists I 
never lift a finger in the house, except when I want to give 
our chef the night off and make meals for the family. 


“Light as a feather,” he says, "plus you know how much I 
love it when you're enjoying life.” 


“But I’ve been enjoying all this food too much.” 


"We'll work that off in the bedroom, and your curves will be 
just what the doctor ordered.” 


"What doctor? What order?” 


“This one,” he says, pointing to his chest. "When we do a 
little doctor and nurse role playing tonight.” 


"How are we gonna—“ 


He brings a finger to my lips. "Yordani and Emma are 
gonna watch the kids. They already agreed to it. And I 
already borrowed the doctor and nurse costumes from a 
friend.” 


"What are we doing?” Emma asks. "I heard my name.” 


"Whatever they need, baby,” Yordani says as ifthere's nota 
care in the world. And there's not. 


Friendship. It takes on a whole other level here. 


There's no way they can just go online and order some 
doctor and nurse costumes, which turns out to be a blessing 
in disguise. I know Jose will have the real deal tonight, new 
and freshly washed, so we can get dirty playing dress up. 


“Speaking of that, I think it's time for a house call,” Jose 
says in my ear, motioning towards his crotch without any 
other parents or kids seeing. 


"Ithought you said tonight?” 


"Tonight, now, maňana. You know I can't get enough of you, 
woman." 


“What about the game?” 


"As soon as the final horn sounds in fifty seven seconds we'll 
congratulate the kids and we're outta here.” 


Jose stares at the clock like he's a science-obsessed child 
waiting for a space shuttle take off. And the minute the 
game ends he's on the field high-fiving all the kids and right 
back to me, wrapping his hand in mine. 


"Let's go.” 


“Really? That fast? You don’t want to talk to some of the 
parents?” 


“We see them every game, and I'd rather focus on 
becoming a parent again.” 


"Jose, you have super sperm and I'm already pregnant!” I 
bring my hand to my lip not realizing how loud I just was. 
"Every time we have sex and I'm capable of getting 
pregnant, I get pregnant!” 


“Consider it god’s gift to us. I do, along with the most 
important gift the heavens ever opened up and brought 
me?” 


“Awww. Our kids are special,” I say, pulling myself into him 
as we hastily walk toward our classic car. 


“T was talking about you. It all starts with you.” 


I can’t help but blush, and I think the same thing. I still 
spend a lot of time indoors, with our kids and reading, but 
Jose continues to show me a fun-loving, adventurous, side of 
me I didn’t know existed. It’s the best of both worlds, 
because we both have each other. 


When we reach the car he opens the door for me, throws it 
in gear and we're outta there lickety-split. 


“T know an abandoned drive-in movie theater looking 
place,” he says. 


(€ Huh?” 
He flips on the radio and Wake Up Little Susie is on. 
"You planned this, didn't you?” 


“You know the song is written from the point of view of a 
couple who went to the cinema... maybe even a drive-in,” he 
winks as he playfully grabs my thigh, “and then fell asleep, 
missing curfew.” 


“What does that have to do with us?” 


"Classic car. Classic song. Maybe we can role-play that 
before, ya know, the doctor and nurse stuff.” 


"You really like role-playing all of a sudden.” I laugh. 


"It's not that I like role-playing, it's that I love you, and love 
having fun times with you. If we do it in a way that makes 
memories we'll always remember, then even better.” 


“You know what I’m going to always remember?” I ask, 
sliding over on the bench seat of the car so I can cuddle up 
to him. 


"How much I love you?” 


| Rd 


“No way, Jose 


“What?” he says, incredulously, his body pulling away as he 
shoots me a crooked eyebrow. 


“Just kidding! I couldn't resist. It's a famous line in my 
culture, and somehow it had escaped me all these years.” 


“Well, you know what's the most important thing in any and 
every culture in the world,” he says, sliding his arm behind 
me and pulling me in tight. 


“Food?” 


“That’s important, but I can go days without that. What I 
can’t go one second without is you... your love.” 


We hit a stoplight and he throws the car in park as he kisses 
me hard. 


We lose track of time and after awhile hear people clapping. 
We look up and see a green light. 


“Pardon,” he says, throwing the car out of park and driving 
forward. 


"Wow, that was a very nice alternative to honking." 
"See, the world just needs more love.” 

“The world needs exactly what we have,” I add. 
"Close, but no Cuban cigar.” 

“Huh?" 


“Because what we have is one of a kind, because what 7 
have is one of a kind. You.” 


"And I have you." 


“Forever and always,“ he says, as he kisses the top of my 
head as we cruise along the coast highway, the ocean 
breeze lightly in our hair, fifties music on the radio, and my 
man by my side. We're definitely livin’ la vida loca, because 
we're crazy in love... forever. 
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